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Some tender Remarks on the roth of May 1768, 
particularly on young Mr. ALLEN. 


Humbly dedicated to the Sons or LIBERTY, 


By JOHN ALDINGTON. 
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| =_ — She O. thou ALLEN! 
What angry Orbs their baneful Influence ſhed 
On thy Nativity? Singled from the reſt, 

And, like a fearful frighted Fawn, purſu' d, 

To the poor Receſs for Cows, by Ruff—ns, 
Say—g—s, Monſt——s; bloody-minded Fiends. 
% What have I done,” he cried, © that I muſt die? 

„ What have I done to merit death? O ſtop! ? 
Without Reply, the Villain ſhot, and down 

The harmleſs ee drop'd, dead to the (round. 
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0 K CRUELTY of 


. 


HILE ſome, with = Toil and 
anxious Care, 
Are buſy, buſtling here and there, up and down 
The Surface of the Globe, to purchaſe Gain; 
Some blindly doating on their ill-got Pelf; 
Some, imprudent, ſquandering it away, 
Nightly carouſing o'er the ſparkling Bowl; 
Or at the crude envenom'd Banquet plac "Y 
From every full variegating Diſh ß Eg 
Delicate Repentance ſwallowing down, Dos | 
Buy Mouthfulspouch'd, as tho' they cram'd for ſpite: | 
Some JulP'd, ſupinely dozing over Life, = 
While Time, their precious Time, unnoted ſteals 
Away, and cuts their number'd Hours ſhort ; 
Some liſtleſs loitering, weary of themſelves, 
In loneſome Corners mope, unmindful where: 
Some in the Croud envelop'd, yet alone 
2 unobſerv'd in Meditation wrapt: - | * 
Some genial whiffling, from Houſe to Houſe, 
Their low infipid garrulous Nonſenſe tell, 
Or whiſper mighty News known long before: 
Some penſive crawling, ſmitten to the Heart 
By the bewitching Falte of Love, | 181 
In pleaſing Torment hug their gailing Chains, 
Nor wiſh for Liberty, the Price of Worlds : 
A Some 
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I : 80585 wanton, g! in the Harlot's I 
Fair trait rous Leaders to the fatal Tree; ; 
Luxurious taſte the-'tempting virulent Fruit, 
þ And every Bleſſing Life can boaſt, renounce : 
| - ,_ Some ſo audacious to blaſpheme their God, 
Delighting frequent in their new-coin'd Oats, 
. * Enough to make one queſtion what they are: 
Some ſtrutting, buried in the holy Gown, 
Qld Prieſt-craft Maſk for Sanctity and Guilt, 
Sconer than guide us to th? Elyſian Fields, 
At ſumptuous Chriſtening or Marriage Feaſt, 
In Clouds of Smoke will whiff the Pudian Weed, 
And eat and drink unmerciful : Some puff'd 
With windy Spume, and thirſting after F ame, 
Void of Abilities to poiſe the Head, 
Attempt to climb Parnaſſus facred Mount, 
Miſtake themſelves, and fall a Lumber down, 
In paultry Guiſe and broken Paper loſt : 
Some wiſtly on the lacker'd Mirrour gaze, 
Four after Hour, with partial Eye admire 
What but a dull or ſmiling Shade of Duſt ; 
Nor once recal to mind its future Change, 
On which the reptile Worm (hall ſurely feed, 
Ihn all the Pomp of Luxury and Eaſe: 
3 And every Man their diff rent Schemes purſiis, 
5 As Cuſtom teaches, or their Genius turns, 
To treat of Shooting, Cruelty, and Death, 
I And touch the tender Paſſions of the Soul; 
| 85 That Talk be mine, 
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11 
The PART RI DGE. 


- Soon as the bending Scythe, 
And Sickle keen, have ſhear'd the golden Grain, 
Array'd in all the Equipage of Death, 
Forth the ſtern Sportſman ſtalks ; his motly Dog, 
Innate, ſagacious and well train'd, ſkims oer 
The faded Fields, and ſnuffs the hollow Breeze, 
Nor leaves one ſingle Part unbeaten, When near 
The feather'd Croud, he ſcents their fleeting Steam, 
And like a ſculptur'd Image ſtands. His Looks, 
Dreadſul and piercing, direct the Caitiff's Steps 
Where lie the baſking Covey. The vig'lant “Sire 
Firſt gives th Alarm, and mounting Danger ſcreams, 
But very ſoon flat on the cruſted Clay 
A mangled Victim falls. Th' aſſiduous Nurſe 
Next takes her fearful Flight, and, jouking, bids 
The ſquatting Offspring quit their duſty Seats, 
And follow her. Swiftly the pond'rous Lead 
O'ertakes her ſounding Wings; and, hapleſs, ſne 
Shares the ſame unhappy Fate of her late 
Murder'd Conſort.— Still ſtands the wily Dog, 


* The Cock Partridge is generally the firſt Bird of the 
Covey that riſes in the Day-time, and always in the Night; 
at which time he takes his Stand, or Lodging, like an ad- 
vanc'd Centinel, ſome diſtance from the tell of the Family, 
(as one would imagine) to watch, guard, and give them the | 
earlieſt Notice of any approaching n while the Hen, 
in the fond Character of an indulgent Mother, gathers her 
young innocent Offspring under the Hollow of her Wings; 
and ſnuggles them to repoſe. 


„„ Stiff, 


| 161 

! Stiff, pointing, one by one, the trembling Birds, 

[1 Who, as their Fear increafes, cloſer lie 

1 In woeful Plight. Urg'd to their laſt Recourſe, 

With Motion flow, the feeble Wing is ſpread; 

And as they reeling paſs the boundleſs Air, 

| With ſhatter'd infant Robes half ſhorn away, 

Don fall the lifeleſs Tribes, within the Space 
Ol leſs than one ſhort Hour (wonderful to tell!) 

i The whole Family are extinct. 


The HAR E. 


By N OR is 
| The iid: Hae lodg'd in the full-grown Buſh, 
a Or ſlender Shrub, or friendly Goſs or Fog, 
| Or thiſtly Lawn, hagg'd Furze or ruſhy Dile, 
1 Or Furrow flop's, ſecure : Full ſpeed, with Nate 
4 Erect, the buſy Pointer ſudden ſmells 
** The living Race who fluctuate unſeen © 
Around his Sphere, and bending, ſtops e | 
His riven Chops, and rolling baleful Eyes, 
Portend Deſtruction ; and, with Panic keen, 
| _.Exquiſitely preſs the ſhuds' ring Creature's Fear 
$ That palpitating ſtrains as tho' twould burſt. . 


O fad perplexed Animal! Alas! 

What can ſhe do? To ſtay, is inſtant Deub; 
To go, the ſame: For, lo, the blood-ſtain' d Brute ; 

$ Draus ſoftly, cautious, directiy on 

Her guardleſs Citadel, and routs her thence. 

The roaring Tube tand her nimble Feet, 

5 Sd A her breathleſs bleeding on the Ground. 
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At 


L 93 
At laſt, his Bag well cram'd, he trudges home 
Elate, and loudly joyous, long barangues | 
The liſtening Inmates, on Pompey's Feats, 
Mighty Feats and Goodneſs, his lovely Gun, 


His own unequal'd Skill, counts out his Spoils, 
And glories in the Murder of the Day. 


The QUAIL. 
FRAPT in the ſpeary Graſs, ſaug lies the 


nail, 
In Thought ſecure, till ſwifily ruſtling o'er 
The freſh-cut Stubble, the crafty Huntreſs 
His recent winding Track thro' every Maze 
With noiſy Joy purſues, and trembling from 
His Habitation drives. Ah, piteous Bird! 
The zlobous Ore his buzzing Pinions ſmite, 
And 9 —— bring him wheeling down, - 
Wounded and bloody, rolling on the Turf. 

At ſuch extreme Variety of Woe, _ 
The conſcious Eye muſt ſurely drop a Tear; 
Or all its tender Faculties are loſt. - 


The WOODCOCK. 


WHEN this dull Spot. turns near the frozen 

Pole, 

And her enligbt ning Sun peeps dimly thro' 

The hazy gelid Chambers of the South; 

Cold, cutting and ſevere, the turb'lent Winds, 

Abrupt and keen, their annpal Viſit pay, | 
A &4 Sweeping 


mm” 


Sweeping the Foliage of the faded Trees, 


And making all the Groves look deſolate: 
Diſguſted Autumn quits our tott ring Iſle, 
To gather up her Fruits in warmer Climes; 


The Landſkips ſicken with the chilly Blaſt; 


Brown Umbrage covers every flowery Root; 
The Womb of Beings a chearleſs Aſpect wears; 
The curtail'd Day's eclips'd, the Sky lours, 
The Heaven's blacken, the teeming Clouds 
A mighty Deluge pour, Storm after Storm, 
And rapid Cat'racts laſh the foaming Vales. 

Then from the gloomy Portals of the North, 
By the pale Path of Cynth:a's borrow'd Rays, 
Benighted and benumb'd, the dapple creſted 
Woodcock comes. Round every trembling Bog, 


Or lonely Grot, or Buſh, or inmoſt Glade, 


Where, deep imbower'd, the inoffenſive Bird, 
Boring laborious from the porous Glebe, 
Extracts her conſtant Suſtenance, the Spaniel 


Strict reſearches. When once upon the Foot, 


The yelping Cry is loud as Thunder rais'd, 


And the poor Animal is, like a Thief 


Scamp'ring from the Hand of Juſtice, hunted. 
Mark, ſteady mark, the nodding Copſe reſound; 
Flutt' ring, and half- ſtrangled in the thorny Fence, 
Before her clatt'ring Wing the topmoſt Bough 


Surmounts, Death o'ertakes her hobb' ling 3 


And 1 her dead vs the fi iendleſs Clod, 


The 


LE 


[9] 
The SNIPE. 


Tb Snipe, by Nature neatly trim'd for flight, 

Whoſe nimble Turns and Shifts ea 
deceive 

The niceſt Eye, and Finger too, of moſt 


Applauded Fowlers. I have ſometimes ſeen, 


When borne triumphant on th' ethereal Space, 
Swoop to the Earth, precipitant brought down 
By a random Shot, or Gewgaw's like-made Gun, 
Of inexperienc'd Striplings. Or when 

The Fens and Rivulets are ſeal'd with Froſt, 
Much clam'd for ſweet Repaſt, they flocking haſte 
To the unfrozen Spring, nor Evil ken 

Or dread. The clumſy Lout, who never durſt 


So much as once a flying Shot attempt, 


Sly, baſe and unfairly, conceals himſelf 


Behind ſome hollow Tree or tufted Bank, 


Deſigning to deſtroy, by cunning Stealth, 
The Innocent. See, how he ſcowling ſtands, 
Andprop'd with a ſtrong Prong, carry'd for the Uſe, 


'  Thro' fractur'd Crevice made ſhenting, projects 


His ancient Spoiler, long ſtooping, peeps 
And aims, confus'd forbears, then aims again, 


Reſolv'd to fire, but firſt averts his Head, 
And ſhuts bis Eyes: Then Finger-fumbling draws 
The ruſty Trigger; anon in Smoke and Flame 


The duſky Ruin flies, and all diſtorted, bruis'd 
And maſh! d, in weltring Couples, bleeding glaes 
The ſtruggling Rovers to the boiling Spaw. 


The 


[rw]. 


The FIELDFARES. 


| GE E yonder ſpiry Beech, bleach'd o'er with Snow, 


And on its yielding Boughs much crouded fit, 
Blank and ſorrowful, the poor deſponding 
Fieldfares; while- their dull, full {woln, tearful 

Eyes, 
Upon the barren tawny Hedge and bleak Soil, 


Weeping, are all in deep Attention fix'd, 


Nor Ill ſurmiſe, than what the low'ring Sky 
And cold inclement Seaſon threatning points ; 


Slouching, couch'd, e in th' FO briery 


Ditch, 


The ſordid Pilferer takes an eaſy Aim, 


And fires wiſhful Miſchief on Miſchief 3 


His wicked Hand, immediately involve 


The peaceful People; Death, even Death him elf, | 


Aſtoniſh'd at the Shot, turns vaſtly pale. 
Shiv'ring, and muffled up in grim array, 
Lo, how he ſhrieks about the ſplinter'd Boughs, 


And howls diſcordant thro' the echoing Plains! 
What Floods of Blood guſh from their gaping 


Wounds ! 
| Hov'ring, late ſcatter'd out of Heaven's Lap, 
The fleecy Fleaks, ting'd with a ſanguine Hue, 


Stain the ſmooth Welkin. Amid a diſmal * 


Ot tinkling Ice and floating Plumage gay, 
Prone to the Earth, in mingled Heaps on Heaps, 
The murder d "Strangers fall. 


The 


[ 11 ] 
The WILD-DU CK 


3 ANp now with Clouds, 
And Fogs, and pendant Iſicles condens'd ; 
Cold as the Arms of Death, frowning with Cold, 
Cold Winter gathers in a ſettled Froſt, 
And ſpreads her ſtubborn hoary Mantle o'er 
The oozy Moors and far extended Floods. 
The cruſted prom nent Rocks and ſhackled 
Brooks 
Exhibit nought but pale-ſtruck chearleſs Scenes: 
A direful ſhapeleſs Wilderneſs of Ice 
Covers the Earth, and makes the Wild-ducks 
| tremble: 
Sad Apprehenſions ſeize each chilly Heart; 
Dejected quite, with prying down-caſt Eyes 
And melancholy Gait, from Houſe to Houſe, 

Their old Abodes they waddle round, forlorn : 
Their ancient circling Haunts and ample Streets 
Look deſolate, nor Food nor Water yield 
To them, dejected, and helpleſs Brothers 
Of the fetter'd Pond. That heavenly Power, 
Amazing Inſtinct, their ſpeedy Abſence claim; 
Which is with much Timidity obey'd. 

' "Afﬀictions great on every e Breaſt 
Keenly expreſſive dwell: And thus, methinks, 
In ſerious ſoft Soliloquies they breathe 
Their grave Complaint : © Ye wholeſome cool- 

& ing Walks, 
« Ye ſhelving graſſy Banks, ye bowing Trees, 
* Ye pliant Twigs 5, ye ſoftly whiſtling Reeds, 
7 « Ye 
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[2] 


© Ye entertaining Viſta's, vaſt and rare; 
© Yegrand Caſcades, ſelf. ſpoutingthro' the Clouds; 
« Ye hollow ſubterraneous diving Schools, | 
And all ye rapt'ring Avenues, adieu! 
But O ye moſt, ye molt lamented Bow'rs, 
* 'The pleaſing Rendezvous for mutual Love, 
t Where we ſo oft have woo'd, and kiſs deach other, 
« With what Reluctance do we leave your Shades! 
« Laſtly, ye Willows green, ye ſhining Plains, 
Ve cryſtal Canopies, ye ſolemn Grots, 


© Ye lofty Pyramids of genuine Clay, 


„ Ye ſtately Palaces, fit Haunt for Gods, | 
% And thou dear, dear native Country, farewel! 


The Deſtinies forbid our longer ſtay ; 


e We now muſt go, tho' dubious of Return.” 
Calm as the peaceful Lake, where ſoftly lies 


_ Unmor'd the fallen Leaf, or injur'ous Anger 


Ia the Scale of Prudence weigh'd, with 8 


„ ä 
Kind in each other's Face they wiſtly look d; 
Look d Beyond Deſcription look d, and wept; 
Then with 510 Sobs N leave their 9 

Towns 

Diſcomforted, and ſteer a doubtful Flight 
O'er huge ſtupendous Rocks, perilous Cliffs, 
And loneſome barren Heaths, to trickling Rills, 


Or ſwifter running Streams; yet there, even there, 


Diſaſters lurk, and Safety dreads the Place. 
The ſculking Plotter, of ſullen Aſpect, 


Whoſe pucker d Viſage never Wore a Smile 5 


dince Youth depajted, unleſs at th' dark Sight 
| N "of 


— 
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Advances 


[13] 


Of Cruelty and Death ; ay, when that appear'd, 


An odious Grin, with Joy ſevere, half ſmooth'd 

His wrinkled Countenance, and almoſt made 

Him laugh. Obſerve the meagre-featur'd Elf, 

Preſumptuous Churl, with Hell-bred Deeds in 
view, 

His Six- foot Barrel, double charg'd athwart 

His bony Shoulder throws; behind, his Dog, 

In Nature like himſelf, a very Brute, 

Cloſe at his Heels in ſurly Mood ſlow pads 

Along the frozen Path, as to the moſt 

Accuſtom'd Parts, hrs Ducks are wont to meet 

To feed, or groaning tell their plaintive Tale, 

He bends his wicked Courſe. Some, ſoaring on 

The traceleſs Surges of the ambient Air, 

Shagg d, ſorely meet the mortal Blow, and plumb 

Fall ſenſeleſs down, miſerably maim'd, 

Thump on the ſounding Lars. But, O when 
cloſe 


Convene in Teams the ruminating Fowls, 


And drizzling Show'rs of Sleet or Hail faſt from 

The vaulted Ether fall on their watchful Eyes ! 

Sad Deception! huſh'd as nocturnal Shade, 

With ſober Steps ſoft ſtealing on, as ſteals 

The midnight Thief on hoarded Plunder bent, 

The Hypocrite his miſcreanted Bulk 

| Then is the Time, the fatal Time 

He all Advantage takes, and kills without 

Diſtinction. Loud as Exploſions belch'd 

From old Yoicana's Jaws, roars the ſwart Tube, 

And rocks the rural NE s humble Cot; 
Where 


[14] 


Where Joy, and Health, and Peace, the Bluſh of 
Oold, 

The greateſt Bliſs on human Clay beſtow d, 

5 Dwells chearful, glowing on the ruddy Cheek 

Of honeſt Labourer, wreath'd in a Cloud 

Df ſtinking ſulph'rous Smoke, in all the Pomp 

it And Majeſty of Woe, promiſcuous whirl 

4 The deadly Meſſengers, and with them flies 

lll! Death-ſtruggling Pangs, and every Mark 

| Of Violence. A Tragedy indeed! 

Ll Such triſtful Scenes of Guilt my melting Soul 

[ Abhors : How few, how very few eſcape |! 

IRR Hark! one ſqualls out, in quaking Tones well known 

Io him, Murder] and with diſparted Wing, 

Wil Sore crippled Feet, and downy Treſſes ſoil'd, 

=_ - Unwieldy riſing from the miſty Bourn, 

As pimpled Comus dizzy nods along, 

0 Or one of his intoxicated Sons, 

Regardlefs whither, till worn- out Nature ſinks 

N . And quits her Poſt. Others, dead on Flood, 


Wheeling various, in circling Eddies roll. 

At the rough Satyr s grouling hoarſe Command 
His ſour Colleague, deep in the curling Wave, 
Commits his woolly Sides, and DE to 
1 The glitt'ring Shore, all the ſinged lifeleſs Brood, 

| One after one, in e Rapture drags. 


The PH EAS AN T. 


5 Gre, d from the Nye, vp the ſpangled Pheaſant 
= {ſprings | 
Aloof, his plumy fair embelliſh'd Wings, 


Reſem- 


[15] 

Reſemblance grand, like diſtant Thunder, ſounds 
Harmonious thro? the echoing Groves; 
Till on the talleſt Oak, unhapp ly pleas'd, 
He perches gay. Poor heedleſs ſhort-liv' d Bird! 
How weak is thy Security? Ah ſee 
That daring Rebel, th' wide-mouth' d baſe Machine, 
Glances right oppoſite his jutting Breaſt, 
And thick as haſty Storms of rattling Hail, 
The whiſtling Lead deep pierce his ſwelling Sides, 
And lays him gaſping on the twiſted Brier! 
A mangled Corpſe, of all his brilliant Dreſs 
Deſpoil'd ! Into the ſanguine-ſtained Sack, 
* Smooth'd and half truſs'd, with ſelf-approving 

Glee, 
He's careful blended with the Number lain ; 
Where Death! that haggard, cold, imboſom'd Foe, 
That total Blaſter of our Hope in Wealth, | 
That all-devouring potent Monarch, Death! 
In every ghaſtly Form triumphant reigns. 


The T HR US HE s. 


1 ſpeckled Thruſhes, Echo's darling Sons, 
Prime Chor'ſters, whoſe ringing Lays are heard 
O'er all the Vills, from diſtant Grove to Grove, 
Diſtinct; Man's vile ill-fated Hand oft robs 
Their flender plaſter'd Domes, in horrid Heaps 
Rude littering, their future Hope confounds. 


* It is a common Practice with moſt Sportſmen who are 
curious, when a Bird is dead, to place the Limbs, &c. in a 


proper Poſition while it is cooling, and ought never to be 
omitted. 


[16] 


Or when they are neſtling on the tender Spray 
In amorous Mood, or wiſely planning Schemes 
Of Temperance, or houſhold Welfare, the Gun 
The conſtant, loving, buſy Pair divide, 

And inconſolable, chagrin, forlorn, 
A plaintive Widow leaves. For many long 

Revolving Seaſons, as uncouth ſhe ſtrays 
Round the dull Woods and ſolitary Waſte, 

When the Heart-piercing Thought of tender 
Partner, | 
Shot from her Side, athwart her Boſom ſteals, 
Her ſhudd'ring Nerves relax'd, convulſive rock, 
The gentle Gales are loaded with her Sighs ; 
Slow reeling to ſome bowing Poplar's Shade, 

In deep Diſtreſs ſhe. mourns the live-long Day, 
Nor Solace finds in all the Bloom of Spring. 

The Choice of whole Creation, offer'd free 

Her Grief to mitigate, ſhe looks upon 
As Trifles; Refinement, Elegance, Taſte, 
Delicacy, and all the ſmooth, genteel 
Accompliſhments of Life, are folded by, | 
And unobſerv'd. The Woodbine, grateful Flower, 
Moift with the Morning Dew, indulgent freights, 
With all its fragrant Sweets, the fighing Breeze, 
To ſooth her ſmitten Breaſt in vain, In vain 
Aurora's fine inimitable Colours 


Nobly decorate the ſhining Skirts of Heaven : 
In vain to fhe, the glorious King of Day 
Pours copious o'er this ſcanty Pinfold here, 
This diminutive Speck, which we call Earth, 


His warm fecundant Beams. Tho' Nature glows, 
| 8 Dielighted 


er 
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Delighted glows with every new-clad Charm, 


She minds them not, but drooping creeps about 


The Cave obſcure, or lonely chearleſs Grot, 
Diſconſolate. Silence ſits dumb in all 
Her mournful Walks, nor one ſoft Whiſper ſteals 
Upon the Shades. While thus the abject Bird, 
In the moſt tender moving Turn of Thought, 
Bewails her Wretchedneſs. 

| «© Here have I fat 


ln this once choſen Place, Day after Day, 
To hatch my infant Brood; while on that Elm, 


That ſpreading town-form'd Elm, in mellow 
ce Strains, 


« My deareſt Huſband ſung from Morn till Night 


* Tocharm my liſtening Ears. Their brittle Shells 
No ſooner from my naked Sons came forth, 
e Than with a tender Mother's Care, I roam'd 


“ The wide adjacent Plains for Food, to eaſe f 
Their craving Appetites: At my Return, 


Was glad to find all ſafe. When gaily fledg'd, 
To ſee them ſportive hop from Bough to Bough, 
And all cloſe hover round me for a Kiſs, | 


“ Ah, how have I rejoic'd ! O dear, my Heart! 
% Thoſe Pleaſures, once ſo pleaſing to my Soul, 
Nou pals'd, and never, never to return | 
How unſupportable to ponder on! 

Could I but taſte the vapid Streams of Lethe, 


And utterly forget the paſt, my Wiſh, 


cc 


'Twould time, and new create this languid 
6 Trunk!“ 


* 


Thus, thro' the ſable Night, to the deaf Winds, 
B And 
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And ſelf-ſecure Neighbours of the Trees, 
Her doleful Tale ſhe unregarded tells. 

In ſympathifing Friendſhip, to condole 
Her Fate, the ſylvan Tenants all are mute ; 
Jocund and free they hop, and chat, and fing, 
And ſhun their troubled Siſter's dull Abode, 
With artful Caution and a low Deſign. 

The falling Dew, nor heavieſt Showers of Rain, 
Can add no Moiſture to her dropping Weeds, 
So much before ſoak'd thro with guſhing Tears! 
Benum'd' and cold, her flender feeble Legs 
No longer, can ſupport the waſted Corps; 

With Agony replete, devoid of Hope, 

Spread on the Violet Bank ſhe breathes her laſt, 
Thus do the ſelfiſh Earth-worms of this Life, 
When Peace and Plenty ſmiles upon cur Days, 
With ſtudied Adulations ſmooth, expreſs 
An everlaſting Friendſhip, and how true 
They love. No ſooner adverſe Fortune turns 
Her fickle Scale down on our flatter'd Hours, 
And all our dwindling Circumſtances wear 
'The hated Marks of Poverty and Want, 

Than each depending, artful, fawning Friend 
Their recent, frequent, faithlefs Word forget: 
Low, as in Wealth, we in Opinion fink. 

As nitrous Vapours from the ſpumy Mud, 
Which car the cypher'd Marks of guiding Light, 
And oft the nightly Traveller miſlcads, 

O'er trackleſs Fields, and Moors, and dang'rous 
Sloughs, 

And flugziſh wide unfathomable Lakes, 

And awful Pits, or ſeeming dark Aby ſs; 
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Till, in ſome opening Gulph, he finds himſelf 


er d, from Succour far, as Fables tell; 

Off ſkips the Phantom on the Verge of Night, 
And laughs at his Miſhap. So vaniſh all 

The Promiſes of Men. But what the moſt 
Severely ſtings the Heart, and ſuperadds 

To aggravate the Pain, our old Collegues, 

Our Boſom Friends, and neareſt Kinked too, 
Dear lov'd by us, (nor Death nor Hell ſo keen) 
Shun our Society ; with ſcornful Eyes, 

Sour fcouling gaze aſkance, and RE us worſe 


Than Infidels, than Thieves or Murderers. 


The GROUSE. 


OW, from the Surface of Earth's ruſſet Lap, 

Scar'd by the Dog, confus'd and ſcreaking out, 

Up riſe the Pack of Grouſe; whoſe ſtunning Noiſa 

Makes all the goſſy Heaths and vaulted Hills 

Reſound, and frequently intimidates 

The young unſtable Shooter ; but dreads not him, 

Whole gather'd Knowledge, Years and Years ago, 

Has conquer'd all Surprize the ruſhing, furr'd, 

Or feather'd Game can give. He, cool as Time, 

Unconcern'd amid the mighty Clamour ſtands, 

And makes a ſteady Point diſcreetly tim'd: 

When not too far or near, with Caution draws 

The yielding Trigger, and brings them, tumbling 
from 

Their ſpeedy flight, ſtrip'd of their gayeſt Plumes, 

Topſy-turvy, flutt' ring to the Ground. 
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The BLACKBIRD. 
Pak! from the Umbrage of yon flow'r 


Bower, Re 
The ſooty-colour'd Blackbird's mellow Voice 
Rings thro' the echoing Copſe, and vaſtly charm: 
The heathlful Shepherd and his bleating Flock: 
While, on his oaten Reed, he plays, and ſpins, 
In genuine Bliſs, the Silver Clue of Life: 
No jarring Paſſions fluctuate within 
His tranquil Mind. To taſte the Morning Air, 
And hear the Songs of Heaven, up with the Latk 
He riſes gladſome ; and when the tow'ring Hills 
Obſcure the Prince of Day, home to his Cot 
Jogs merry-hearted ; nor virulent Sauce 


He wants, or craves, to cheat reluctant down 


The loathed Morſel, or the dainty Bit; 

But feeds, with real Appetite and Reliſh keen, 
On his ſweet homely Fare; fills, from the Spring, 
That gently glides cloſe by his humble Shed, 


The antique wooden Piggin, which he drinks up, 
As Jove his Nectar quaffs. No torpid Fumes, 


Rooted and brooding by the waſteful Hand 
Of Luxury, which damp the Soul's fair Seat, 
And taſteleſs render every Taſte of Life, 
His. fineſt intellectual Parts depreſs. 

No Gobblins grim, blue, meagre, hag, or ſwarth, 
Which them of dark Deſign frequent annoy, 
With uncouth frightful Dreams, perplex him not; 
But as the tender inexperienc'd Babe, 

Soft on the Mother's downy Boſom lull'd, 
Whoſe purity of Heart fate ſhields him from 


The 


In ſofteſt Serenades the Woodland Choir 
Salute his Ears; but when he, liſt ning, finds 


* 


The gnawing Pangs of Conſcience, deep cank'ring | 
Sting, 

In quiet Repoſe his golden Slumbers paſs 

Uninterrupted. O happy Subject 

Nor Kings, with all their gaudy Pomp and Power, 

Can boaſt themſelves more happier than he. 

Tho' bleſs'd amid theſe rural Scenes of Joy, 
Beyond the flimſy Viſion of mere Thought, 
Which crazy Minds may form on Beds of Straw, 
A ſad Adventure gave him great Concern.. 

No ſooner Sol aſcends his flaming Car, 

And throws refulgent round the ſmiling Day ; 
Refreſh'd, the Shepherd quits his home-ſpun Bed, 
Chearful and gay, as glows the bluſhing Morn ; 
And while he lightly trips acroſs the Downs, 
His faithful Servant, capering by his Side, 

In blitheſome Mood, as merry as his Lord, 


The Blackbird's ſounding manly Tone is miſſing, 
Appal'd he ſtands, and ſaddens at the Caule, 
Alas! faid he, my noble noted Bird, 
The Morning Warblers want thy Clarion Pipe 
To fill the Concert, inert and flat without it. 
Ah, whither art thou gone ? in what dim Shade, 
Or Cell, or duſky Thicket, art thou hid ? 
Has waſting Sickneſs ſeiz a thy tender Frame? 
Or has ſome unforeſeen Misfortune late 
Befall'n thee ? 1 long to know the Purport 
Why thou art abſent. © Ah, gentle Shepherd! 
% Commiſerating Brother! then know the Gun, 
© The fatal Gun] ſhot by the Fowler ſtern, 

B 3 Has, 
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« Has, flying, kill'd the grand ſonorous Bird, 
ce And all his Mufic in one Moment huſh'd ! 

« Too true it is, thy fav'rite Chanter 's dead! 
te But, O meck-hearted Youth, ſuſpend thy Care, 
« And if you cannot yet forget, forgive 
The Injury; in plain unfetter'd Verſe, 


„ will preſume to ſing the mournful Tale, 


« And in the tragic Page he ſtill may live.” 


The S ALL W. 


* tepid Gales refreſh the vernal Year, 
Firſt comers of the fragrant leafy kind, 
The Snow-drops raiſe their fiow'ry Heads, 
Like Ermins rob'd, white as the downy Swan, 
And yielding low, with hamble Reverence bows, 
Submiflive, on the curious Gazer's Eye. 
The Primroſe gay, with comely Hue appears, 
And ſpreads its ſpangled Boſom to the Sun. 
The Violet ſweet, the ſtarry Daiſy fair, 
The yellow, balmy, nodding Cowſlip too, 
In double Rows with ſtately Livery clad, _ 
Like Champions, ſtrut along the ſmiling Meads. 
Then, pleas'd, reviſit the long abſent Tribes 
Our treach'rous Soil, to propagate their Race. 


Hark! how they twitter on the ſfouty Tops, 
And make the Sluggard bluſh ; wide ſpread within 


The fancied Landſkip Clouds, they flying ſnap, 
Their Inſe& Food ſufficient ; and ſport, - 


And ling, and all in wild Vagaries loft, 


The cap'ring antic Dance, in various Shapes, 
To Admiration tread. While thus amus'd, 


Nor 


d! 


are, 


Nor dread the Danger of the gath'ring Storm, 


Upon the buſy, winging, inoffenſive Birds, 


To try the Goodneſs of his new-bought Gun, 
Forth ſtruts robuſt the Lubber o'er the Plains; 
Or elle, perhaps, ſome trivial Bet depends 


On the nice Shot; which, if he hits, how poor 


Is the Rejoicing when the Swallow falls. 


The LA : 


RE yet the brown-brow'd cloudy Night recals 
4 Its gloomy Folds, and cloſely gathers up 
Its duſky Wing from off Earth's ſhaded Side; 
Or twinkling Twilight, in pale Gladneſs clad, 
Dim, peeping out his grey Complexion, ſhews, 
To the benighted Wanderer; the early Lark, 
At the firſt Dawn, iprings from his es Bed, 
With pleaſing Invitation, ſoft and kind, 
As e'er was whiſper d to a Lover's Ear; 


Or April Showers e'er kils'd fair F/ora's Cheek; 


The peaceful plumy Race, from Slumbers mild, 
Awakes; awake, to ſweetly join with his 


- Immaculate thankſgiving Song; as he, 


Wrapt in the Clouds aloof, bold, ſoarins on, 


'The ſkirted awful Path of Heaven treads. 


Firſt, bowing low, to God they Revereace pay, 
When each his fav'rite untaugnt Lay exerts, 
And univerſal Harmony begins, 

Sweet as to charm, to raviſh every Senſe. 

Touch'd with new Lite, ail Nature glows with 


Joys 
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The flowery Meads with grateful Muſic ſwell, 

And every Buſh and Copſe is Melody. | 
Theſe are thy Prey, O fteady Tyrant Man! 

Fell Thief and Plunderer of all the Globe 


1% L.1NNEÞS TS 


WI EN, on the Ground, the cold Ground, 

f EE at cloſe of Eve, 

The tuneful Linnets are buſy, picking up 

Their ſcanty Supper; amid the guardleſs Tribes 

The deſperate Rufhan thund'ring pours 

His black Artillery. Huge maſly Balls 

Wide tear their tender Carcaſſes, and lop 

Whole Limbs away ; ſome few, perhaps, ſurvive 

The bloody Slaughter, tho' ſadly wounded ; 

So torn and maim'd in Wing and Body too, 

Unable to ſurmount the mildeſt Gale 

That breathes refreſhing from the ſpicy Eaſt, 

Wherein the aſpen Leaf unſhaken, ſtands ; 

For many tedious Days and Nights, oblig'd 

To flutter on, or tread the moſſy Turf, 

With limping Steps, half bent and doleful Plight. 

Diſaſter'd Birds! by every Guiſe of Grief 

And Wretchedneſs attack'd, till down at laſt 

They fink in unfrequented Cells, and die 

A lingering Death, with Pangs the moſt acute, 
How vain the Triumph o'er thoſe feeble Natives! 

They who fit lovely, every Summer's Morn, 

Upon the yellow Furze, or ſpangled Shrub, 

Their pleaſing Eloquence ſoft ehanting forth, 

Sweet as the ſweeteſt Breath of early Spring; 


Sweet 
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Sweet to the Ear, as Honey to the Tongue ; 
Delighting much the buck ſome Milk-maid's Mind, 
As to her lowing Care ſhe bluſhing hies, 
To drain from their full Bags the luſcious Streams. 
See, how her Paſtures cuff the Morning Dew ; 
Her youthful Blood darts rapid thro' her Veins, 
And ſtrange Emotions ſeize her flutt'ring Heart. 

Touch'd with a tender, am'rous, rambling Flame, 
She, wiſhful rolls, her ſparkling Eyes about, 
(Killing to meet) and wonders at the Cauſe 
Of all this pleaſing Agony. Tis Love, 
Dear Virgin, big throbs thy ſnowy Boſom ; 
The fainter Lawn dividing ; and naked, 
Makes it pant, and heave, and ſwell upon the 

Theme, 

That pleaſing Theme of ſocial Happineſs 
In rural Life, when cloſe united to 
Some ruſtic Villager. Alone not this 
Fair Nymph, but Crouds of * Beings extremely 


ſmall, 
That Heaven ſtrews on every green ting'd Leaf, 
From 
* Inſeas, 


Mr. Reynolds, in his Poem, call'd A view of Death, obſerves, 
ce It may be queſtioned whether the microſcopical Inquirers 
< have yet diſcovered the minuteſt Animalcula that are ex- 
% tant;” and adds, that Mr. Hoke, in his Micographia, 
ſays, c the leaſt Reptile he has yet met with is a Mite, one 
« of which may be about the hundredth Part of an Inch in 
«© Thickneſs.” But Mr. Leewenhoek tells us of Animalcula, 
a thouſand Millions of which will amount to the hundredth 


Part of an Inch, and conſequently to the Bulk of one of 
thoſe Mites. 


And I remember to have read in ſome other Part of his 
Writings, that there are living * ſo extremely ſmall, 
that 


Opinion) at preſen the contented to bel ignorant about them. 


26 


From human Eye conceal'd, are inly chear'd 


To hear ſuch mellow trilling Tones, and glad, 
With their ſoft humming Pipes the Concert ſwell. 

A marv'lous World, inclos'd within itſelf, 
Theſe little People; beyond Conception great, 
In Shape minute, ſo exquiſitely fine, 

Evading even the fineſt optic Glaſs” 
And all the vain Reſearches of the Sage! 

Say, O unconſcious Man! why ſhould the Gun, 
With its unwelcome, dang'rous ſtunning Roar, 
Their fervent hearty Worſhip incommode; 
Or ſcare them from their ornamented Domes, 
Wherein they joyous meet, on Pleaſure bent, 
Or deeply planning Schemes for public Good? 
With {ad Complaint, breath'd from the widowed 

Bird, 
In groans alarming, diſſonant and hoarſe, 
As ſhe ſole Gtting « on the wounded ſherd ; 
From whence her Mate was ſmitten from her 
HBreaſt, 
And every Glimpſc of Blig fell with the Shot. 


that ten thouſand may dance upon the Point of a Needle 
at once. 

When I conſider this aſtoniſhing Part of the Creation, 
this inconceivable and immenſe Bulk of the Univerſe, I am 
loſt, in admiring the curious, amazing, and inexpreſſible 
Works of the ſublime Author of them, and us, and every 
thing that lives, 

That there are ſuch Beings, is in all probability a Truth 
but their Number, Figure, Conſtitutions, Capacities, 85 
dency and Connections, are hid from our Knowledge in im- 
penetrable Obſcurity ; and therefore we mult (in my humble 


Ah, 


WT | 


1 

Ah, then, for future, let the ſoft Familiars live, 2! | 
While on this Globe, their ſinleſs ſunny Hours, 
Without Afﬀront ; which, at the moſt, will here 
With one ſhort Summer end ; ſuch is their Fate, 
That ſome, perhaps, are Strangers to a Night, 
And only Beings of a Day: Nor can we boaſt, 
A longer Date of Time belongs to us, 
When view'd in retroſpect on Age elaps'd. 


The NI GH TIC AL E. 
MY SS dozing Morpheus turns the leaden Key, 


And throws his ebion gloomy Mantle o'er 
A ſlumb'ring World, in flowery Arbour hid, 
Or Hedge, or ſpreading Beech, or pendant o'er 
The dimpled Brook, or ſpicy Umbrage green, 
In Darkneſs wrapt, ſweet “ Philomelia tunes 
Her ſoft nocturnal Notes, with every Grace 
That can embelliſh Harmony, Sometimes, 
Bold as the echoing Horn ſhe ſwells her Voice, 
Then ſofter than the Lute, or ſofteſt Tone 
Of humming Inſet, The ſoothing Strain, 
In mild Vibrations juſt, ſteals upon the Ear, 


And ſeems to die along the fighing Groves. 


Yet Man forbears not theſe; as Tereus fell, 
Daring Ravither ! He of Virtue rob'd 
Men of Liberty ; and oft confines, within 
The paultry Limits of a ſcanty Cage, 
The heavenly Warblers; where drooping ſit 


* Philoniclia is ſaid to be the Daughter of Pandion King 
of Athens, whom Tereus King of Thrace raviſhed, and cut out 
her Tongue; and being afterwards about to kill her, ſhe 


The 


fied from him, and was turned into a Nightingale, 


» 


Go ſeek the hungry Wolf, the brindled Boar, 
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The pretty Slaves, too delicate to brook 

The harſh Environs of an Iron Jail; 

Their Plumage darkens, and their Notes are flat 

That ſtriking Energy of Song no more 

You hear, but ſick, in Modulations dull, 

All the loneſome Night they pine, and mourn 

Their ſad Captivity. And harder ſtill, 

When guided by their Lays, notorious Man, 

Jocund and thoughtleſs of the fatal Shot, 

Rudcly into the ſhadieſt Covert fires, 

And pins them bleeding to the pointed Thorn. 
Ye Sons of Violence, ſpare the weak Tribes, 

For pity ſpare them; and if you mult deſtroy, 


The Wolverine, the Lynx, the ſhaggy Bear, 

The grizly Panther, or the deadly Snake; 

Or tread the Deſart, or the dreary Den 

Where puring couch d, the fearleſs Lion ſleeps 

In fullen Majeſty. To conquer ſuch 

Is ſomething really meritorious, bold 

And manly too; butthus to vent your Rage 

On poor defenceleſs Birds, exhibits clear 

A narrow, barren, cold, degenerate Soul, 

A cruel Mind, a deſpicable Heart. 5 
The SORIA *Crocodile, the Keen ey'd * Ounce, 


The 


* We are told by People who ſtudy the Nature of Animals, 
that the Crocodile is an amphibious Creature, and very de- F 
vouring- and that they weep over their Prey before they be- 

in to eat; which verifies that old ſaying, when any Perſon 

cries, and his Heart is not touch'd with Grief, they are ſaid 
to be Crocodile's Tears. 

d The Ounce is about as big as a Maſtiff Dog its Body 

0 
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The rank © Tarantula, and Tropedo too, 

The falſe * Hyena, the poiſonous * Rattle-ſnake, 
The marv'lous * Baſaliſk, by Poets feign'd, 
Immediately deſtroys the careleſs Gazer ; 

The * Hydra drear, as ancient Fables tel], 


of an Aſh Colour, and covered over with round black Spots 
he is of a very ſavage Nature, and it is ſaid the Gall is ſtrong 
Poiſon. 

„The Tarantula is to be found about Taranto, and other 

Parts of [taly ; it is ſomething like a large Spider. Soon after 
| a Perſon is bit by one of them, he feels an exquiſite Pain in 
the Part affected, which is ſucceeded by a Numbneſs, and a 
ſevere Aſthma, that he can hardly breathe ; his Pulſe grows 
faint, his Sight fails him, and, in a ſhort time, he is deprived 
of all Senſe and Motion. The only Cure, if 2ny can be 
had, is Muſick. 

The Reader who is deſirous of ſeeing a more particular 
Account of the Tarantula, will find it in Ne IV, of the 
Britiſh Magazine. ps 

4 The Tropedo is a Kind of Sea Eel, and has a moſt ſur- 
prizing Effect upon the Perſon who chances to touch it, tho? 
with the End of an Oar. | 

© The Hyena is a very dangerous Beaſt, which, they ſay, 
no Art can tame; and it is affirmed, that it can change the 
Colour of its Eyes at pleaſure and alſo, by artfully counter- 
feiting the human Voice, it allures the Negroes from their 
Huts, and then devours them. 

f A Rattle-Snake is ſo called, from the rattling of th 
Joints which are in his Tail ; which Joints makes a great 
Noiſe. as ſoon as he begins to move. Its Bite is mortal, with- 
out immediate Aſſiſtance. 1 

A Baſaliſk is feigned by the Poets to have ſuch a Power 
of Attraction in his Eyes, fo as to draw Bodies to him, 
or otherwiſe kill with a Look. But this is all imgginary, for 
there is no ſuch thing in Nature. FRY 

h Nor- is there any ſuch Creature in being as a Hydra, 


which, Fables tell us, is a moſt dreadful Serpent, & fifty 


Heads; and that when Hercules cut off one, two immedi- 
ately came in the room, | 
With 
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With Heads on Heads, promiſcuous and conceal'd ; 
And wonderful, if true, as ſoon as one | 
Is ſmitten off, anon another ſprings; 
The Panther, and the Leopard, grizly Brood, 
The daring | Tiger, and their ſhaggy ® King, 
And every Beaſt of the moſt deadly kind, 

With all their Cruelties, compar'd to Man, 


Are harmleſs: For Hunger bit, and urg'd by ſtrong 
|. Neceflity, they kill, and kill to live; 
'F 

! 


Nor joy in Death. But Man, for mere Paſtime, 
Strikes from the Light of Heaven the guileleſs 
| Songſters, = | 
And gladly ſaddens all the ſpacious Fields. 
Alas! alas! ye lovely harmleſs Nations, 


with black Spots; he is greedy of Blood, very ſwift, and 
i | _ -catches his Prey as a Cat, by leaping, The Tongue of this 
"Beaſt, in licking, grates like a File. | 


| | | . Panther is ſomewhat like a Lioneſs, beautifully marked 
| | 

| | A Leopard is very much like a Panther, and is ſaid to 
[ 


be engendered between a Panther and a Lioneſs. 

1 The Tiger is in Shape ſomewhat like a Lioneſs, very 

wild and fierce, exceeding ravenous, and ſpares neither Man 

or Beaſt; and it is reported, that neither Fire nor Water 

will ſtop him in purſuing his Prey. | 

m A Lion is both comely and majeſtic, and juſtly tiled 

the King of all Beaſts ; they are generally of a dun Colour; 

yet ſome affirm there is in Africa and Aſia Lions of different 

Colours, as white, black and red. It is told, that if any 

Favour is ever done to a Lion, it imprints ſuch an indelible 

- Senſe, of Gratitude on his Mind, that he can never forget it. 

And it is thought by many People, that if a Lion was in 

purſuit of a Man, if the Man had Courage enough to turn 

ſhort, and cok him full in the Face, he would ſtand in 
ſoften'd Gaze a conſiderable Time, | 

And though the Natyvraliſts tell us the whole Species look 

awry, L have curiouſly obſerved many without percelying it. 

| 7 
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Ye pretty prattling People, what have ye done? 
In what have you offended Man, that Mark 
Of Ruin, your cauſeleſs Enemy, that he 
Should ſmite your feeble Carcaſſes with Death; 
Nay, worſe, ſad Maſſacre ;- and glorying big 
In ſweeping, ſheer from the Country at once 
Whole Colonies? And was it then for this, 
Attrocious Traitor, Life-ſtealing Brute, 
Ingrate, and Guller of the vilelt Claſs, 

That thou waſt taught to ſmile, and weep, and wear 
(Ill ſuiting thee) the fair celeſtial Face 
Of Angels; beneath whoſe comely Aſpect, 
Brooding in black Diſguiſe, lurk every Vice 
Inſatiate ? | 

In torturing Heaven's Sons, 
Th abandon'd Wretch who takes delight, deſcrves 
A harder Name than Language can deſcribe; 
And is by Nature form'd for Uproar wild, 
Rapine, Treachery, Confuſion, Diſcord, 
And loud Rebellion, in all its hoſtile Pomp. 

His Dignity's eclips'd, his Reaſon ſully'd, 
His Love far on the frozen Guſt wing'd off, 
And all the ſoft Senſations of the Soul 
Totally eras'd. Eſtrang'd to Order, 
Law or Bliſs; a dangerous Enemy to all 
Tranquility of Mind or ſocial Sweets; 
Unfit to live, and more unfit to die. 

Without the leaſt Affront, or juſt Pretence, 
From Place to Place, all o'er the Globe, no more 
Such ravin Deſolation ſpread among 
The ſofteſt Tribes of Eloquence; and thus 
Creation's Lap of Elegance deface, 


7 Forbear, 
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Forbear, fond Man, theſe cruel Deeds forbear 15 


Of Heaven Pity aſk, to touch thy Heart, 
And let the plumy Kingdoms dwell 3 in Peace. 


The COCK. 


mT E ſturdy Boy, now from his ſobbing Mates, 

Rudely, relentlcls drags, with ſecret Glee, 

Poor Chanticleer ; and on the rugged Stones, 

With double-twiſted String, cloſe fett'ripg ſtakes. 
Whether to meet the knotty oaken Club, 

With nervous Arm flung from the yawning Clown, 

Or Muſket brown, for Pedigree admir'd, 

He boldly ſtands with open Front, and crows 

Regardleſs. But, O ye nightly Songſters, 

Ye noble Birds, how much I pity you! 

You that tell the tedious Hours as they paſs, 

True as the noted Fane, the varying Guſt, 


True as the Sun ben out the Day, 


Making the Orchards, Hills and Vallies mile, 

With Fruits and Flowers, and rich redundant 
Sweets ! 

Or as the Seaſons punctually return, 

And waft their boundleſs Treaſures o'er the Earth, 

 Inciching it with vegetable Life | , 

Beyond conception] You whoſe clarion ſhrill 

. Recalls the tardy Day, and often leads 

The lag'd bewilder'd Swain, when far aſtray 

From his own tufted Hut, thro' cloſing Fogs, 

"Park diſmal Nights, or big obſtructing F . 

Or noiſome Damps, or noxious vapoury Fires, 

Or Hurricanes, or thunder-beating Storms, _ 
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Or ſhapeleſs Heaps of deep'ning Beds of Snow, 
To ſafe Abodes. You that annual rouſe 
The rural Slumberer to his daily Toil, 
And frequent warn, with kind intruding Voice, 
The time-loſt Lovers, of a parting Kiſs. 

To be thus tortur'd, as the worſt of Felons 
Wrack'd and torn to Pieces on the Iron Wheel, 
Is cruel and inhuman, too great for Words. 


The DEER. 


No W from yon ſplendid Houſe, the ſervile Scat 
Of e =. Idleneſs, behold, 

In ſullen-auſtere Look, and crumpled Brow, 

The fatal Servant, Killer of the Game, 

Slinks by the ghoſtly Walls of baſe Renown, 

To the contiguous bounded Park, to ſhoot 

The fatten'd Deer. Full rob'd in deepeſt green, 

And ſhaded too, amid the ſpreading Boughs 

Of ſome wide Oak, deception great, he waits 


Conccal'd, and, with Inſpection nice, remarks 


The friſcing Rovers, as they ſkip around. 
Fix' d on his Mark, the choſen rifled Piece, 


Whoſe Inmates rarely miſs their pointed Point, 
Is fired, and gives the deadly Wound. The St 
Deep feels within his Side the painful Ball, 


And ee than the fleeteſt northern Guſt, 


Blown o'er the tow'ry ſnow-cap'd Lapland Rocks, 


Springs thro' the Glades, and ſweeps the dingled | 
Shrubs. 


Oft to the gazing Brothers « the Shades, 
* To 


Jo bleed, tho faultleſs. 
Well pleas'd the clowniſhPloughman fiercely pulls 


* Ta ſcreen himſelf, for Safety flies; but they 
Receive him not. The cautious Herd, alarm'd 
With Danger, the bleeding Fugitive deſpiſe; 3 
Fear and Self. ſecurity, every Link 

And every Tie of ancient Friendſhip — 
Wrenching it o'er the melting Powers of Love 
To rife Abhorrence : His very Offspring | 
Scorn their Sire, and aid to expel him thence. 
Diſtreſſed Animal! what ſhall he do? 

The bony Hunters of Life's humid Source, 

_ Thro' every Maze his nimble Steps evolve, 

And neat; and nearer ſtill; he wracking hears - 
The dreary Howl. Faſt down his ſpangled Cheſt, 
Immers'd in Floods of Blood; ſwims the big Tear z 
His vivid Spirits fink, his Speed declines, ; 
He walks, he reels, he ſobs, he er ug dies. 


The HORSE 


An. fee the Horſe, that friendly noble Beaſt, 

| Now old decrepit Age creeps.o'er his Limbs,” 
And he can work no more, is baſely ſpurn'd, 
From Stall to Stall deſpis'd ! As the meek Lamb, 
Deſtim d to die; ſo alſo he is doom'd 


The gentle Animal: How quiet he ſtands, .. 

Feintly neighing, bows Compliance, and ſmiles” 
Upon his Murderer. His ſtriking Mien 

Is humble and majeſtic. With pity view. | 
_ His chearful honeſt Face; an Emblem juſt . 
Of ſound OY © His _ built Gen 


From the bleak Eiovel; 


The 
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The Shooter s Skill defies'; but, in his Flank, 


The moulded Ball takes place, wide Chaſms tearing 


Thro' his nervous Groin. As boiſtrous Winds 
Sometimes with horrid cruſh, the long liv'd Lord 
Of all the Woods, grand Tree, the princely Oak, 
Torn from his rural Seat, hurls proſtrate down, 
To kiſs his Mother's Lap; ; ſo groaning falls, 
With Pangs convuls'd, the ſocial Friend, and there 
Extended li - dead on the ſqualid Dung. 

For all faithful Services, is this 
The End ? p or this, haſt thou ſo often clear d 


'The ſpumy Bog, the rugged five-bar'd Gate, 
The lofty Hedge, and pointed Stakes inbread, 


The broad deep Ditch, the overflowing Brook, 


The ſpacious rapid Stream, and ſafely carry'd 


Thy bulky Maſter thro the dang'rous Chaſe, 
Even at the Hazard of thy own dear Limbs ? 
And when grown ſtiff, unable to purſue 


[The clam'rous Rout, chain d to th Py 


6 


Plough, 
Patient, docile, and to Labour willing; 


With weary Steps haſt thou not daily trod 


The winding furrow'd Glebe, from Morn till Night, 
And thus to be requited ?. For all thy Toll, 
\t laſt condemn'd to be the Prey of Dogs ; 


And ſee, as ruſhing Torrents from the fractur'd 
Cliffs, 


| Budden and ſure, involve the bleating Herd 


In a brown muddy Deluge, deep ingulph'd ; 
lix d with his fleecy Care the Shepherd's Cot, 
Ind all his 9 Implements of uſe, 

C0 Are 
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Are roll'd, promiſcuous, down the impetuou; > 


Flood, | 

Which he, at diſtance, views with aching Heart, 
And ſoul-pierc'd fad deſponding Tears of Woe, 
Beyond the Power of Help, for ever loſt : 
Or ravin as lank Droves of vitious Wolves, 
Fierce from their latent Caves by Famine urg'd, 
In deſperate Troops patrol the Country round, 
Fell and rapacious, ſpare nor Man nor Beaſt ; 
All is their Prey: And ſome preſume to tell, 
A dreary Truth, and dreary to relate, 
Nature recoils, and ſhudders at the Thought! 
If, diſappointed of a reeking Meal, 
The horrid Monſters dig.thro' freſh-made Grave 
And, howling, grin and gobble up the Dead ! 

So do the Hounds, their old Companions Fleſſ 
A delicate Repaſt, devouring eat! 
In ſnarling Friendſhip ; then liſtleſs ſlink to Bed 
Immenſely gorg'd, cloſe kennel up, and doze 
Away the Night. 

Thus ends his ſpotleſs Life! 
 Ungen'rous Man, for ſuch ungrateful Deeds, 
Believe the Muſe, thou certainly muſt anſwer ! P 


In 


1 


oon St. GEORGE' FIELDS: 


art; | A 


oe 

ID RE „ 
g d. 3 | 
5 | AR from the Noiſe and Hurry of the Town, 
hs Far from huge Crowds and buſy Haunts of 

Men, 

Un rural Solitude I wander'd forth, 
! ere, undiſturb'd, the ſylvan Tenants tune 


heir pleaſing Lays, and fill the leafy Shades 
rave With Melody; where hums the labouring Bee 
\muſive, who from the bloomy Herbage drains 
h' liquid Sweets, and with redundant Unguent, 
Bright yellow'd o'er, adorns his burthen'd Thigh: 
here Delicacies immenſe, Fruits and Flowers, 
Yrofuſely ſcatter'd round, diſplay their Charms 
Dn Nature's rich fecundant Lap. "Twas there, 
In deep Reflection on the Storms of Life, 
he Pain and” Sorrow incident to Man, 
er! Poft on a Violet Bank I laid me down, 
And ſlept. While mild in airy Viſion wrapt, 
thought the friendly Genius of the Place, 
Clad in an azure Mantle ting'd with Gold, 
\ddreſs'd me thus: Contemplative Mortal! 
know thy Sentiment, I ſee thy Heart; | 
| ow willing to redreſs the Voice of Woe ; ; 
And beſtial Cruelty, in every Garb, 
Peep in oblivion cruſh, But while this Ball, 
- N This 
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This veering Ball, now call'd Earth, remains, 
And on it ſuch a Creature dwells as Man, 
Proud, fell, perfidious Man ! ſome of whom, 
It truly may be ſaid, the ſcouling Bear, 
Who pads athwart the barren Waſte, contains 
Within his bony Cheſt a milder Heart. 
Witneſs, ye Gods ! witneſs St. George's Fields ! 
The ſhameful Maſſacre committed there, 
Which I, with Horror and Amazement, ſaw ! 
Saw the ſtern Sons of War, with Bayonets fix'd, 
Drawn up in grim Array, and, Cowards like, 
Stanch Murderers of the fouleſt Claſs, 
Who ſteady Courage, nobleneſs of Soul, 
Their low impoveriſh'd Spirits never knew ! 
Fired with Ball, amid a guileleſs Croud; 
An undeſigning, innocent and guardleſs 
Set of People; People who only came 
To catch a curſory View of that brave Man, 
The Friend of Liberty, and then return 
In peace from whence they came. 
——90 ſtood the Mob, GORE. 
If Mob it might be call'd, defenceleſs all, 
And unſuſpecting harm, when many fell, 
As ſtately Trees lop'd down, of Life bereav'd, 


And many wounded deep, in wracking Pangs, 


Scream'd out aloud for Help! The Widow'd Fair, 
With Veſtments floating looſe, and Treſſes all 
Diſhevell'd, half diſtracted, ſtares and ſhrieks 
Around her uncouth, peace-deſerted Houſe, 
Not to be comforted ; and writhing feels, 


Deep in her ſnowy Breaſt, the cank'ring Ball, 


Which pierc'd her faithful tender Lover's Heart. 
I. The 
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The pretty, liſping, chearleſs Orphans too, 
Diſtreſſed, pale and blank, with artleſs Tears; 
Tears that a Rock of Adamant would melt; 
Bewail'd their murder'd Sire. 
But, O thou Allen | 


What angry Orbs their baneful Influence ſhed 
On thy Nativity ? Singled from the reſt, 


And, like a fearful frighted Fawn, purſu'd 


To the poor Receſs for Cows, by Ruff—ns, 
Sav—g—s, Monſt—s, dans Fiends. 

c What have I done,” he cried, “that I muſt die? 
« What have I done to merit Death? O ſtop !” 
Without Reply, the Villain ſhot, and down 
The harmleſs Stripling drop'd, dead to the Ground. 

Earth to her Center groan'd, the Heaven's lowr'd, 
The Sun, ſhock'd at the Scene, in Frownsobſcur'd 
His Face, behind a gloomy Veil, abaſh'd; _ 
The meek ey d Evening ſigh'd, and ſhone in Tears, 
And ſome huge Drops fell from the labouring 

f Clouds. 

This ſad Cataſtrophe, ſo black with Guilt, 
With glaring Spots, will ſhade the Brzzz/þ Annals, 
Bluſh in the Kalendar, and make that me. 
That moſt inhuman, finful tragic-Day ! 

As long as Earth remains, look terrible. 
Hard-fated Lad ! crop 'd asa tender F lower, 
By the rude Hand of ſome preſumptuous Swarth, 

Whoſe aromatic Sweets was fetid Filth to him ; 

Or infant Herbs, ſhorn by the ſounding Scythe 

Or maſly Share, before their vivid Bloom 

988 fully blown, or Nature ſtamp'd him Man, 
C4 He, 
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He, hapleſs Allen! much lamented Youth ! 
He, glowing gay, like Crimſon in the Morn, 
Lifeleſs and ſtiff before the noon-tide Shade. 

His Lips, late bluſhing like the red Roſe Bud, 
Are now as pale as Death, and cold as Clay ; 
And every Feature ſullied and extinct. 

That precious purple Stream, Life's tepid Seat, 
Spill'd and abſorb'd, in horrid Circles ſtains 
The bloody Floor. 

——- But who can paint the Dread, 

The dumb Surprize, the Tremblings of Thought, 
The wild Deſpair, the Anxiety of Soul, 
- 'Th' aftoniſh'd Parents felt, when firſt they heard 


Th' unwelcome News? Speechleſs and blank they 
ſtood, 5 Os 


As tho by Thunder firuck ! Big were the Tears, 
The cutting heart-ſhed Tears, which ſtruggled 
| long, | | 
With Bn, "1M Haſte, pent in their humid Sluice, 
Tear preſſing Tear, in vain a Paſſage claim'd, 
Till the firſt Shock was o'er, and hovering Life, 
Sluggiſh to its deſerted Channel turn'd ; 

Then, in huge Floods, the briny Moiſture flow'd 
Down their dejected Cheeks, and Sobs and Groans, 
Alternate, from their throbbing Boſoms burſt. 

O my Son ! my Son! the wounded Mother cry'd, 
My Son! my dear, my only Son! an 
My darling Child! O wretched, wretched me! 
What ſhall I do? how ſhall I live? my Peace, 
My future Hope, and all the Joys this World, 
This fick'ning World, can yield, are dead with thee! 

| Nor 
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Nor leſs the injur'd Father grieves and pines ; 
In ſpite of all the Fortitude of Man, 
His yearning Boſom oft in Torture heaves 
In ſecret oft, cold trinkles down his Face 
The filent Tear; Concern, in Colours deep. 
Hang irkſome, ſtated on his faded Brow 
Viſible: As tell-tale Memory recals 
To Mind, his dear beloved Boy, he ſhents, 
He ſtarts, and inly feels, imbitt' ring Life, 
Pangs the moſt tormenting. 
Ve tender Parents 
You who know parental Care, O ponder, 
The barb'rous Sequel ponder with yourſelves ; 
Think it, as tho' your own lamenting Caſe, 
And ſuch th' alarming and deplored Fate 
Of one of your harmleſs, prattling Offspring, 
Cemented to your Side by all the ſweet 
Endearing Ties of filial Love and Duty! 
Alas! then might you in ſome Part conceive, 
Tho' not expreſs, (no, there your Language falls!) 
The Agonies of Soul the joyleſs Mourners felt. 
This ſolemn told my heavenly Gueſt, 

And look'd, peremptory look'd, for my Reply. 
Ta ſpeak, I tried ; but all m vain : My Tongue, 
In fault'ring Accents, drop'd th' ambiguous Word, 

And Speech articulate to me deny d. 

Diſmay'd at what I'd heard, I ſhudder'd fore, 
+» And wept. Suſpend thy Tears, poor troubled 

Friend! 

Mild ſaid the angelic Power, and turn thy Eyes 

On yonder Blaze of Light. I did, and ſaw, 

Tranſporting Sight, the everlaſting Doors 

4 | 


Of 
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Of peaceful Paradiſe wide open ſtand, 
And Cherubims and Seraphims elate, 
With loud Hoſannas, welcome in 
The ſpotleſs Martyrs. 
The melting Sound of Harps, 
Aud Voices ſweet, from the celeſtial Choir, 
Too great for cumb'rous Fleſh, and only meet 
For Angels Ears, o'erpower'd my feeble Fr rame, 
So deeply captivated every Senſe, 
I almoſt thought myſelf as landed ſafe 
From this infipid, thorny, treach'rous World, 
And ſoon ſhould be like them who ſhone ſo bright. 

While wrapt in ſweet Suſpence, and Extacy | 
Of Soul, the awful Sage my Shoulder ſhrug'd, 
(Or in my wond'rous Dream I it ſurmis'd) 
As one releas'd from ſome long Trance, amaz d 
I ſtarted up, my ſocial Genius gone, 
And ſcarce believ'd, tho knew, myſelf awake: 
The next proceeding Day verify d the Dream, 
And what 1 had ſeen in Viſion was a Truth. 
Come then, ye clement, feeling Readers, come, 
Bring every odorif'rous Flower, and ſtrew 
On Allen's Grave, who fell for us, too ſoon, 
A Sacrifice to Cruelty ; and was fo much 
- Lamented, and ſo innocent. May Heaven, 
The ſtrict Reſearcher of the human Heart, 
From whoſe Omniſcience nothing can be hid, 
Shortly force the Aſſaſſins back to Juſtice, 
And Ages hence, the Tale be read in Tears. 


S Ul- 
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SUICIDE. 


"of 

OW let the Muſe, red bluſhing fluſh'd, atteſt 

| What ſeems incredible, yet ſtrictly true. 

Man's Nature's fall'n below the beſtial Herd: 

Behold the Piſtol, reſolutely plac'd 

Againſt himſelf: Hark ! ah hideous Noiſe; a 

What piercing Crack, and doleful Groan, was that? 

Doleful indeed, and terrible to hear! - 

Touch'd by the fatal Spark, th incentive Gain, 

From Engine pent, forc'd its reſiſtleſs Way, 

And, quick as Lightning, thro his vital Pow'rs 

Struck the rugged Slug. And ſee, out-ſtretch'd, 
there lies, 

In grievous Form, dead and beſmear'd with Blood, 

A wretched Animal, to Reaſon tack'd ; 

Coward in Folio, thus to give up his Truſt, 

And fink in Character beneath the Brute 

Degenerated Scoundrel | preſumptuous Madman! 

Impious, and fell, above every thing that's fell! 

Audacious Murderer ! thy abject Soul, 

Wilfully ſprinkled o'er with th crimſon Stream 

Of its own treach'rous Lord ; from Life's fair Book 

Abrupt cut off, and by thy guilty ſelf- 

Deſigning Arm Oh, how will it appear 

Before its God, who loathes the very Name 

Of Suicide, much more the Guilt! * Where then, 

Where, from his Omnipreſence, wilt thou flee? 

Or when the Lamb thy Accuſations reads, 

What wilt thou ſay? alas! what wilt thou anſwer? 

Then will thy ſnaking Spirit ſtand aghaſt, 

And wiſh in Non-exiſtance to be loſt. 


* Pialm cxxxix. ver. 7, &c. 


WAR, 
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Nor to relate the hideous Din of War, 
Where ſullen Cruelty, frightful indeed! 
| Garb'd in compleat Steel, with crimſon Horror, 
|! Stalks along the daring Lines, where thouſands 

| meet, 
Far from their native Home, in rack Conflict; 
Man to kill Man, devoid of Malice ſtab 
Their fellow Creatures, and drench the Sun-burnt 
wide 


!! Uncomfortable Plains with human Gore. 


11 The peaceful Muſe ſhrinks from the ſhocking 
Sug Scene 
Agzaſt, which Words were never made to paint. 


The SAILOR. 


| S 3 ſavag e Beaſts, who whelp, in obſcure Dens, 
li A als Brood of the moſt deadly Kind; 
That lurk in ct muff d with diſmal Shades, 


| | And nightly howling, load th' impetuous Winds 
Wich Terror; ſhaking the doleful Defart, 


6 The mould' ring Oaks, and all their ancient t Sons; ; 


Oaly their Forms to the Idea preſs'd, 


1 With anxious Awe affect the N Heart. 


Amaz'd and blank the Ship-wreck'd Sailor wy 


ſtands, 
Whoſe unauſpicious Stars has caſt on ſuch 
Inhoſpitable Shores. To ſee the Sand, 
Tremendous View ! the ſcorched barren Sand, 


1 With deep-ſtruck Prints of dreadful Paws wide 
$ | 928 88 1 
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In every place, and hear the hungry Roar 

Of famiſh'd Monſters, grimly patroling round 
The dreary Waſte, in queſt of Food, to fate 
Voracious Appetites ; what Thought can reach 
The mighty Tumult of his tortur'd Soul. 

Lo! how his Fear increaſes ; their huge Fangs, 
And Talons keen, are deeply fixing in P 
His trembling Fleſh, and, like a Torrent fierce, | | 
Tearing down the Sluice of Life. O wretched 

Man ! | 
But recollect what thou thyſelf haſt done! | 
Not twice have Earth been wrapt in Darkneſs, 

ſince 
Thy callous Hand the forty Pounder charg'd, 
With all its hiſſing Inſtruments of Death, 
And, as a Hell-bred Imp, the bellowing Ruin 
Right level'd at a tender Brother's Heart. 

Thus in this Life, or that which is to come, 

The great-and mighty God of Heaven will 
Repay our Cruelties ; and juſtly he, ; 
Who late no Mercy felt, now for it begs ' 
With diſmal yelling Tone, and is denied, 
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ll As the following Story is really true, I flatter 
= !, myſelf the ſerious Reader will not be diſpleaſed 
4 in the Peruſal of it. - 


ASSING through a neighbouring Church- 
yard, a ſhort Time ago, I obſerv'd a mean- 
dreſs d, pitiful-looking Man, whiſtling in a merry 


| 


Mood, and ſcraping the Dirt off his Shoes with 
4 the broken Part of a Rib Bone. When he had 
| | done, he immediately caſt it over a Grave, that 
Was juſt opened, at ſome little Diſtance from 
him, and went away with an Air of uncommon 
| Chearfulneſs and Gaiety. I took it up in my 
Hand; and upon ſeeing ſeveral other Fragments 
of Bones, Skulls, Sc. which was freſh thrown 
W + up with the mouldering Earth, concluded, that 
ſome Time it certainly had a Place in the Com- 
poſition of a human Body, which made me 
very ſerious for a conſiderable Time. 
And while I was thus meditating on the Diſ- 
grace of our Nature, and the Folly and Uncer- 
tainty of all earthly Things, a Noiſe, occaſioned 
Iby the opening of a Gate that was oppoſite, 
drew off my Attention, and check'd my Soli- 
loquy ; and I ſaw, flow moving towards the TI 
1 where 


— — — —— 


where I ſtood, a very corpulent Man, who ſeemed 
rather to creep than walk, His Brow was 
wrinkled with many a cloudy Frown, his Belly 
large; and though his Legs were of a prodigious 
Size, they could ſcarce ſupport the Weight that 
hung upon them ; therefore a Crutch and a 
Hand- ſtick was called in to affiſt in moving this 
unwieldly Lump of Mortality. 

I could hear him puff and blow at his firſt 
Appearance ; but when he came cloſe to me, he 
wheezed at ſuch an extraordinary Rate, that I 
thought he ſeemed to repreſent an over-hunted 
Animal, that was juſt expiring for Want of 
Breath. 

After ſome little Pauſe, I deſired him to look 
at the Bone I had in my Hand, and alſo related 


what I had ſeen and heard; and then hinted, 
that conſidering the great Numbers which had 


been depoſited in this folemn Place, it was my 
humble Opinion, that there was but a very ſmall 
Quantity of the Mould here ſcatter'd about, but 
what once lived; and that there is nothing upon 
Earth can eſcape Death : That Death was cloſe 
behind him, though unſeen, and that he himſelf 
was nothing but a Sort of creeping Grave; and 
added, that as Providence had poured abun- 
dance of Riches upon him, he was by that Means 
happily impowered to do a great deal of Good 
with it; and that it was a Truſt given or repoſed 
in him for that very Purpoſe, which he, and 
every other Man of Opulence, muſt one Day be 
accountable for; and that it muſt be extremel y 


agreeable 
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agreeable to thoſe inviſible Spirits, who are com- 


miſſſioned to ſearch into the inmoſt Secrets of our 


Hearts, to ſee Benignity, Tenderneſs, and every 
other delicate Refinement of the Soul, glowing 
in honourable Bloom about it; and how lauda- 
ble it would be for ſuch as him, to pry into the 
Horrors of the gloomy Priſon, and wrench the 
oppreſſive Rod from the rigid inſatiable Hand of 


the mercenary and implacable Keeper; and how 


admiràble praiſe-worthy and meritorious it would 
be for Men of eaſy Fortunes, to viſit the chearleſs 
poverty-ſmitten Roof, the Fatherleſs, the Stran- 
ger, and the Widow; to gladden the Heart of 


the Indigent, the Friendleſs and Diſtreſſed ; and 


to baniſh Want from the plaintive Doors of fault- 
leſs Penury, &c. | 


And obſerved, that we may (without any Im- 


propriety of Diction) be juſtly deemed Beings of 


an Hour, and therefore we ought to huſband 
every. Moment of it to future Advantage, tho 


we laboured for the preſent beneath the moſt ſe- 
vere Preſſutre, Reſtraint, and Difficulty in doin 
ſo; which laſt Obſtacles may be galling Fetters 
to ſome, but could be no Impediment to him: 
And he might believe me, Kindneſſes of the above 
Tendency, would give Delight to the ſober Part 
of Mankind, produce Reſpect, Honour and Glory 
in this Life, and lay the moſt ſtable Foundation of 
Tranquillity in that which is to come. 


And that the tender, feeling, liberal Heart will 


never degrade the Poſſeſſor: No; its Progreſs in 
Commiſeration will not only be pleaſing to all 


- good 


o 
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good Men, but even to the Angels of Heaven, 


wr the incomprehenſible Author of them and 
us: And when this Globe, and all its gorgeous 
Towns and Palaces, ſhall be ſwallowed up i 
Time, add Dignity on Dignity in the "In 
Manſions of eternal F elicity. 

After I had urged ſeveral Arguments to the 
ſame Purpoſe, and was highly delighted to think 
it had ſome Influence on his Mind, on a ſudden 
he gathered up his Countenance into the moſt 
rigid diſcernable Appearance, that, to the beſt of 
my Knowledge, I had ever beheld in the Face 
of any one Man; dark as the Borders of Night, 
terrible to look at; and, in a grouling, ill-natur'd 
Tone, anſwered thus: | 

“Poor, weak, empty-headed, filly Fellow, how + 
doſt thou know this Earth once lived? art thee 
wiſer than any body elſe, or is thy Sight better 
than other People's, to ſee Death behind me? 
Where is Death? I am not dead yet, and hope 
to hive theſe forty Years: Or, tell me, who ever 

heard of a walking Grave? I do aſſure thee, thy - 
Converſation is nothing but a chimerical Jargon 
of Nonſenſe : Ay, ay, if one would be perſuaded 
by ſuch whimſical Wretches as thee, a Man may 
give all he has away; and when he has done ſo, 
what is he to do next? why, go a begging himſelf. 
What is Poverty to me? I know not, nor will 
know, any thing of it : The Poor have a Pariſh 
to go to, and that is ſufficient for them; beſides, 
they are an idle Set of Raſcals, which I am de- 
termined not to encourage upon any Conſidera- 


tion: 
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tion: No, no, Scoundrels, I hate them ; and as 
for thee, a Mad-houſe | 18 the fitteſt Place. Mind, 
mind me, if thou valueſt thy, Liberty, learn to 
talk wiſer.” 

1 was ſenſible it would fignify nothing to re- 
new my Admonitions, and therefore I turned 
from him with that Pity and Contempt which is 
alone due to ſuch a deplorable State of Pride and 
Inſenſibility. 

However, I could not help reflecting, that the 
poor Object, who appeared to me in all the ſtrik- 
ing Colours of Diſtreſs, might probably enjoy 
Xite with more real Satisfaction to himſelf, than 
that cruel Monſter I had fo late converſed with 
even he who crams his Carcaſe every Day th 
the richeſt Delicacies, and poſſeſſes many Thou- 
ſands more than he can tell what to do with; 
that, in ſhort, his Money is a dead Weight, a 
mere Incumbrance to him. What then, thought 
I, is Poverty? not the Thing - itſelf, but in the 
Name, ſeems the greateſt Evil. The Poor in 
general are obliged to labour and live temperate; 
Temperance bids fair for Health, which is a Bleſ- 
ſing not to be purchaſed with Gold. The rich 
Man's Wealth ſupports his Luxury, Luxufy and 
Idleneſs create Diſeaſes ; which then is the hap- 
pieſt Man, he who is poor, humble, healthy and 

wiſe ; or he who is rich, proud, ſickly and fooliſh ? 
Io glory in Riches, or the e Compoſure, 
Proportion, and Harmony of our Limbs, our 
Beaux, or any other earihly Accompliſhment, 
ecclipſes 
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eclipſes the Mari who is fo fond of himſelf to 
do it. 
And as to Dr 70 what is that? I have ſome- 
where read, It is no more than the Entrails of 
© Inſects, the Skins of Animals, and the Plu- 
© mage of Birds:” And I may add, loaded with 
the ſhining Stones and Metal torn out of the Bow- Ga 
els of the Earth ; which above all is ſurely one of 
our greateſt Irm For no Man knows, 
though he may be now rich, gay, and beautiful; 
nor Woman, though now ever fo agreeable in 
Features, and even the very Daughter of 3 
tune; I ſay, none of the greateſt of all that we 
Fleſh, know but the Time may come, that 115 
very Bones may be made uſe of, to clear the 
Filth from off a common Beggar's Shoes. 

One would think Conſiderations of this Caſt, 
would check the Deſires of the Rich, Proud and 
Covetous; Evils ſo frequent and a 
among them who are called the Great, and awe 
them not to be ſo over anxious concerning the 
Things belonging to this Life, which are ſure to 
periſh; but, on the other Hand, uſe their utmoſt 
Endeavours to cultivate and enrich that Part of 
their, Exiſtence which lies beyond the Grave, that 
it may be acceptable at laſt to him who created it. 


Leave no cold wintry 0 orner unexplor'd ; 
« Like fulent-working Heaven, ſurpriging oft 
* The lonely Heart with unexpected Good. I 


Trowmcon's Seaſons. 
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The B E G G A R. : 
Y ON gorgeous Palace, ſee within itſelf 
[| A Town big with Folly and Diſeaſes, 
'F Now call'd my Lord's; the halt-ſtarv'd Country 
| : round 


Is alſo his. If 8 in Rags | 
Approach the ſplendid Dome, and craves, with 
ears, 
A frivolous Dole, up ſtarts the ſullen Hound, 
And, yelling, ſhakes his ſolitary Frame. 
1 I will ſhoot the Vagrant, bring me my Gun, 
Bawls out the Lubber Power; and would, perhaps, 


#4 His Will concur'd; but dread of clam'rous Tongues, 

i | Not the Law, too late for Peace, o er-rul'd, check'd 

il His Raſhneſs. The Law | ah, I had almoſt ſaid, 

18 A Form of Order dwindled into 

Fe | 5 For now, nor ſhooting Men is thought 4 a Crime, | | 
1 Nor is with Pole or Bludgeon kill d, deemd 
bil E Murder. ; 
Þ This laid afide, his ſtern extended F ace, — * 
bs Fierce as the hell-born Furies, he preſents ; 
4 With Horſe-whip twirl'd, in agitating Clang, 
bi And threats blaſphemous iſſuing from his Lips. 1 
F Down on his Knees, in humble Poſture, Fe q 
44 The trembling Fugitive, and calls for Mercy | 1 
WW But calls in vain where none is to be found! 

& Hard unrelenting Blows, with Pain ſevere, 

by Fall heavy on his flank Sides, and ſtain 85 Pp 
Ihe ſtinking, foul, delightleſs Court with Blood. 8 
4 * Friendleſs 
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Friendleſs and ſad, nor knows no Home, from 
Town 

To Town the weak, dejected Wanderer creeps, 
And peaceful Shades, with Pain and fruitleſs Toil, 
Explores : His F leſh expos'd to Winter cold, 
And all the keen Variety of Woe; 
Hunger and Thirſt depreſs his drooping Heart, 
And on his Vitals prey: From Houſe to Houſe 
The mouldy Cruſt, or Offal Morſel, begs, 
And is deny'd, with “ Scoundrel ! be gone.” 

The unholy Doors, harſh on their Hinges turn, 
Sharp on his Heels, Mercy and him ſhut out. 

* Mercy, the glowing Key of Heaven's Gate, 
Will be denied to him that turns his Back 
On Poverty. But fee the Pauper ſeiz d! 
And to the Horrors of a doleful Jail 
Confin'd, to bruiſe the ſoften'd Weed for Bread, 
And half defrauded of his Labour gain'd. 
So much the Luſt of Cruelty prevails, 
That, lock'd in Dungeons foul for many Weeks, 
Will not atone for Beggary. 
— or now 

With pointed Cords, and Whips, in grim array, 

The buſy Bell-man buſtling comes, and, like 
Some mighty Man of Conſequence, demands 
The Priſoner. Then, vengeful, thro' the Streets, 
The crouded, long, inhoſpitable Streets, 


* Charge them who are rich in this World, that they be 
ready to give, and glad to diſtribute ; laying up in ſtore for 
themſelves a good Foundation againſt the Time to come, 
that they may attain eternal Life. 1 Tim, vi. 17, 18. 
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His iron Rods, with fell inglorious Stripes, 


Mark on his chequer' d Sides their ſanguine Pomp. 
With bluſt'ring Threats, out at the City Gate, 

The helpleſs, tortur 'd, bleeding Martyr's puſh'd, 

Unpitied, chagrin'd, abath'd, and ſcorn'd. 

= Prod with their drear Calamities of Life, 

Winter, Sickneſs, Age, and Poverty, flow 

On the Surface of the Globe, liſtleſs, alone, 

From Place to Place he crawls an abject, chearleſs 

Pilgrim. Alas! ye pitying Boſoms, tell; 

Tell if you can, what Pen can paint the reſt. 


80 moving, ſuch Diſtreſs affects my Heart, 
= 5:0 Words expreſſive all Deſcription fails. 


Come then, ye gentle Readears, come and drop 
A Tear; ah, pauſe a while, fee] for yourſelves, 
And muſe with me.— 

The hollow Hedge, his laſt Retreat, admits 
Him to its Sides, and, friendly bending, yields 
Her rupged, tawny, leafleſs Arms, to ſcreen 

His ſhudd'ring Limbs. Wrapt in nocturnal Gloom, 
Amid the Horror of approaching Death, 
Exquiſitely keen the bleaching Tempeſt falls: 
Full on his tatter'd Weeds, the howling Blaſt 
Point all their noiſy Wrath, 2nd the bleak Snow 


Pours from its icy Lap, mountainous Heaps, 


Beneath the ſhapelcſs Drift, in artleſs Wreaths, 
Burying deep the meagre-ſtiffen'd Corpſe. 
Thus dies, deſpiſed, the poor devoted Man, 


| Whoſe Poverty alone was all his Guilt. 


Scarcely four ſcanty Boards the Pariſh Chief, 
Reluctant, on the lifeleſs Trunk beſtows; 
. Nor 


Ir 


Nor ſolemn Bell is heard, nor pitying Tear 


Bedews his Corpſe, or ſwells the down-caſt Eye: 
The common frail Indulgences on Death, 
As tho” of other Make to him's denied. 

The Earth, at laſt, the Skeleton receives 
Into her friendly Boſom; where the Vain, 
The Haughty, Rich, and humble Poor, are all 
Together blended in one common Maſs, 
Without Diſtinction. There pompous Titles 
Loſe the *Maſk of Fame, and with an honeſt 

Bluſh 

Deny their Charge. 

Once Tenant of the Tomb, 
What is my Lord, but Duſt ? mere ſervite Duſt ; 
Low as the plaintive Beggar whom he ſcorn'd 
To feed; not only ſcorn'd, but ſpurn'd, and 

pierc'd 
His wrinkled Sides with fad attrocious Stripes: : 
But now his falſe-bred Honours are no more; 
His ſhort-liv'd Mockery is at an End, 
And he, perhaps, far meaner than the Wretch 
Who felt his Cruelty. The Conſequence is none, 
Tho' folded neat in coſtly Lawn to rot, 
Or homely Rags, the Dead ſhew no Reſpect ; 
Corruption ſeizes all : * None there can boaſt 
' Or 


u 


] dream'd, that, buried in my fellow R 
& Cloſe by a common Beggar's Side I lay; 
And as ſo mean an Object touch'd my Pride, 
& Thus, like a Corpſe of Conſequence, I cry'd; 
« Scoundrel! be gone, and henceforth touch me not; 
&© More Manners learn; and at a Diſtance 1 
Ho 
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Or ant pre- eminence: The rough-hew' q Plank 


As well accommodates its Inmate Clay, 

As ſumptuous Coverings o'er the ſmcother Elm, 

Nor can the ſable Velvet's tinged Gloſs, 

Or awful Pall, or Shades of lowring Silk, 

Or fainter Dyes wrapt round the ſenſeleſs Corpſe, 

Or faithleſs ſteel-pierc'd Marbles ſtupid Tale 

Ambiguous, and the ſober Bluſh of Truth, 

One Moment ſcreen the putrid Fleſh from 

Worms. | 

| Bewilder d Man, conſider with thyſelf 

* How vile ſuch Treatment to thy kindred Make. 

The future Sequence ponder in thy Heart, 

When thou ſhalt wander with unbodied Spirits, 

Where Pride and Riches ſhrink to what they are, 
And all that Earth can boaſt, a tainted Toy : 

Think what a Cloud will preſs thy ſordid Soul, 

Amid the open-hearted Sans of Virtue : 

And know the Volume of Volumes by er 

- ſtands, 
In Heaven's Library, where every Crime, 
And every Purpoſe of thy Mind, both good 


6 How, Scoundrel ! with a haughtier Tone, cry'd he. 
Proud Lumpof Earth, I ſcorp t thy Threats and thee; 
Here all are equal, now thy Caſe is mine, 

« This is my rotting Place, and that is thine, 

1 Theſe beautiful Lines were wrote about 150 Years ago, 
BY * by Mr. George Shelly. 

ive Alms of thy Goods, and never turn thy Face from 


Wy  2ny poor Man, and then the Face of the Lord ſhall not be 
- turned away from thee, Job iv. 7. 
= He that hath pity upon the Poor lendeth unto the Lord, 
and look what he layeth out, it ſhall be paid him again. 
1 | Prov. xix. 17. 


And 
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And ill, not only what you have, but what 
You would have done, are there accurate pen'd, | 
In Characters indelible, O then | 

Let injured Innocence, for Time to come, 

Gain on thy Will, and all its ghaſtly Folds 

Unbrace ! Believe the Muſe ; th' liberal Hand, 

And charitable Heart, beyond the Grave, 

In that eternal State, will pay itſelf, 

With treble Int'reſt, in celeſtial Bliſs, 
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A 1 0 &- 8 8 Y, 


ITH Cenſure keen, let none lads 1 


mean 


To cancel Self- defence: No, that would be 


wrong; 
For Self-ſecurity innate belongs 
To every Being of Earth, or Air, or Sea. 

Then let the Vagrant, who peremptory looks, 
And will not be deny'd, but begs, and ſwears, 
If you refuſe to give, he'll take by force, 

Be puniſh'd with Severity, Or he. 


Who, on the common Road, demands thy Purſe ; 


Or greater Thieves, who lurking, hides themſelves 


In fome obſcure Hole, ll midnight Sleep 


Oppreſs thee, and then, beneath the Shade 
Of guile-concealing Darkneſs, rob thy Houſe 


Of all its Treaſure ; between the Earth and Sky, 


In open Air aloof, the Rogues deſcrve. 


TO ſwing, as publick Marks of Infamy. 


Or he who comes, with Reſolution arm'd, 
To take away thy Life, vindictive from 


The wide-bor'd brazen Blunderbuſs diſcharge 


Th' unnumber'd Slugs, and let the Ruffian die. 
Or when the furious Pard, lank and clam'd, 
Her ſnarling Whel ps ſhakes from her flabby Dugs, 


And quits her tainted Den to ſeek for Prey; 


As thro' the woody Haunt ſhe ſoftly ſlinks, 
W ith Whiſkers ſpread, which bruſh the falling 


Dew, 
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And Paw nd Teeth intent on bloody Deeds; 
Or as the ſtalks along the gloom̃y Waſte, 
Or, ſculking, couch'd in bowery Ambuſcade, 
Or trailing, Step by Step, thy haſty Feet, 
(Alarming Sight) ſtill gaining on thy, Speed ; 
Ah then be greatly eue, behooves 
Thee then to ply thy utmoſt Skill, and on her, 
With careful Point, fot all thy T hunder fall, 
And pierce the ae Monſter to the Heart. 
e 
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